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[198 - The Beginning 


Author's Notes: 
Once | saw the challenge this idea wouldn't stay out of my head or the urban legend parts of this is based on. 


| don't know the exact dates for some events | mentioned so | had to take a few liberties. Enjoy everyone! :) 


Late 1998 
Mark didn't think he would ever get tired of this. 


The roar of the crowd, the blood pounding in his ears, sometimes he felt as though he could feel the 
vibrations from his guitar pulsing through his veins. It was always so much to take, sometimes too much. 
Which is how he ended up out here. After most of their shows, he'd find himself behind the venue with a 


bottle of whatever was closest and just take in the entire night. 


He sighed contently as he took another sip of the Jack he'd grabbed. Tonight was one of the best shows they'd 
had and everything between them and the crowd, within the band and between he and Scott were the best 


they'd ever been. He knew he should probably start heading back, that the others would be looking for him, 
but tonight he felt the pull of the silence more than ever. 


"AHHHHHH!" 


Mark's head whipped around instantly as he searched for the source of the sound. A tortured scream rang 
out again and before he'd realized it, his feet were already carrying him deeper into the parking lot into a 


darker, more secluded area where the equipment trucks were stored, 


What am I doing? | should have went and gotten some help or at least told someone where | was before | came 
out here. The screams became louder and then came the begging. The rushed pleas for life and secrecy if 
whatever was holding this guy captive would just let him go. Then soon, much too soon for Mark's liking, 
everything became silent. 


This isn't good He thought as he felt a new wave of sweat beading against his skin. Part of him knew he should 
go back, but another, bigger part of him refused. If there was something he could do to help this guy, he'd do 
it 


He skidded to a stop in between two of the trucks and opened his mouth to shout at the attackers, but froze 
in horror at the sight that lay before him. Even in the darkness, there was still enough light to see the blood 
spattered between the trucks, the dark crimson spray being all Mark could see against the white of the metal. 


A few feet away, he could vaguely see the remnants of who he assumed had been making those horrible 
screams. He staggered forward, fingers gripping even tighter to the whiskey bottle as he hesitantly made his 
way to the body, doing his best not to scream himself. 


He recognized the guy as a stagehand from the show. Bret..Brandon I think his name was? The guy was all 
muscle and no brains and he made sure everybody knew it. When he wasn't chugging beers and doing what he 
was hired for, he'd been hassling the guys of their opening band. & that what this was? Mark thought 
nervously. One of the guys lost it and things got out of control? 


As horrible as it sounded, that's really what he was hoping it was. That was something he could deal with, but 
the closer he came, the more he realized this was definitely building up to be something he had no chance in 
hell of dealing with. He looked over the wounds. One arm seemed to have been completely removed, leaving 
jagged, bits of flesh at the elbow. There were deep slashes down his chest, some still leaking blood. Mark 


couldn't help but lean closer. Were those claw marks? 


He reached out to check for any further wounds and a sharp gasp from the body had him staggering back, his 
heart nearly busting out of his chest. "Still-here." 


Mark knew that things had gone too far. He needed to go get help. However, he found himself moving closer as 
if he was no longer in control of his body. "Wh-what?" 


The guy weakly turned his head and this time Mark couldn't hold back the scream bubbling up in his chest, as 
the part of his face that was covered by his hair was now in view and there was nothing left of it. The skin 
had been completely removed, leaving a bloody cover of flesh in its wake. 


"Its still_here.." 


A tortured screech rang through the air and the next thing he knew, he was being pinned to the side of a 
truck. He swung the bottle in his hand wildly, taking a small victory when he heard the creature give pained 
hiss when he stabbed it into its chest. His victory was short lived. For now, in addition to the claw like hand 


pressing painfully into his stomach, there was now one making teasing lines against his throat. 


He forced himself to open his eyes and instantly regretted it. In front of him stood the most grotesque 
creature he had ever seen in his life. Blood red eyes with golden irises, dark scales covered its arms and long, 
sharp talons existed where there should have been hands and fingers. It its face was like a gargoyle. Protruding 
brows and two sharp horns on either side of its head. 


Mark knew he had no chance. 
"My." The creature hummed. Its voice an otherworldly rasp. "It's not often | get to feed twice in one night." 


Mark tried his best to keep calm. He could feel the blood from the truck seeping into his shirt, making him 
squirm closer to the claws. "Le-let me go. | won't tell anyone about this!" 


The creature smiled and rows of sharp, pointy shark like teeth met Mark's gaze. "You humans..you are some 


of the best liars I've ever seen. However, you do intrigue me." 
Against his better judgment, he responded. "Intrigue? How could | intrigue a demon?" 


"Well you did rush over here without a care to your own safety and you even managed to wound me. You did 


more than my previous..snack over there." 
"Please..let me go. Nothing happened here. l-l just.” 


"You don't want to die is that it?" It said mockingly. Mark nodded, his fear making his movements slow and 
jerky. "Well." It purred. "What you humans called bravery has made me curious. I'd like to see more of it" The 
grin was back again and for some reason a new rush of panic filled Mark's veins and he began to struggle 


violently. 


The creature just laughed at his futile attempts, the sound being something Mark would swear would echo in 
his mind forever. It eventually grew impatient and with barely a twitch of its arm, pinned him fully against the 
truck once more, the claw around his neck slowly draining him of his ability to breathe. "Now as | was saying, 


lets make a deal shall we? 


Those were the last words Mark could remember before his memory began to cloud and his world grew dark 


and silent. 


Mid 2000 - Chaos 


Author's Notes: 
Well here's chapter 2! | hope everyone enjoys this! :) 


July 2000 
Eyes 


Everything was shrouded in darkness and the golden eyes were the only thing he could see. Mark tried fo call for 
help, but at that instant a claw shot out from the darkness, its cold, scaly skin making him shudder as it wrapped 
around his throat. The smile was the next thing to appear. It's grin spreading much wider than any human face 
possibly could 


The mouth started to move, slowly at first and then increasing to almost impossible speeds. The sound was horrific. 
His head pounded, he could feel the slight trickle of blood from his ears, but he was entranced He tried to use 
every bit of strength he had to close his eyes, to move his arms fo cover his ears, but nothing would budge. He 
could tell the mouth was speaking to him, repeating something that the noise wouldn't let him hear. 


Then.it stopped 


The silence that he had wanted so badly was deafening, but it wasnt fully silent. For now instead of the horrible 
static he heard before, there was only one word echoing in the darkness 


Chaos. 


Mark awoke with a with a scream, shutting his eyes tighter and hands over his ears. His breath came in 
harsh pants and his body was completely soaked with sweat. He felt a light tickle against his shoulder and 
violently knocked it away, his eyes snapping open at the pained "Fuck!" that came from his right. 


He shakily turned to face Scott, who was holding his wrist with a look of pain etched on his features. Mark 
guiltily met his eyes and saw the anger and concern staring back at him. "lm so sorry. l-l don't know 
happened." He glanced at the clock and sighed. It was almost three in the morning and they had multiple 


interviews the next day. 
Scott shook his head and sighed. "It's fine." He stood and went into the bathroom, turning on the shower before 
coming back and kneeling in front of him. "This is the fifth time in two weeks this has happened Mark. Talk to 


me. What's going on?" 


If he was honest, he didn't know what was going on. He hadn't had a dream like that in almost two years. He 


wanted to tell Scott, he wanted to tell all the guys. He knew he'd been a little off lately. Snapping at everyone, 
no focus and hurting the people he cared about. He wanted to tell them everything, but every time he tried, 


something made him freeze. It was as if no one else was supposed to know about this besides him. 


"|| don't know." He said dropping his head down. He felt the warmth of Scott's covering his and did his best to 
relax. This was all in his head, these nightmares were nothing but that, nightmares. He was probably just 


stressed. With everything going on with the band and the tour, his mind was probably just screwing around 
with him. 


He stood from the bed and pulled Scott up with him before pulling him into soft kiss. "I love you, you know 
that right?" 


Scott just chuckled as he playfully pushed him away. "I know. | also know | have to be at least a little crazy to 
put up with you, but you make it worth it” 


A sultry grin spread across Mark's face. "Do | now?" He looked down at Scott's wrist and frowned. He needed to 
figure out what was causing his dream, but right now he had other things to take care of. "Well how about 


you join me in the shower and | make it worth it again?" 


Scott grinned and started pulling at his shirt. "| would be happy--" A loud crash from the next room cut off 
the rest of his sentence and the singer groaned in frustration. "| can't believe he's doing this again!" he hissed 
sharply, pulling away from Mark and heading to the door. "You'd think after the meeting we had, he'd at least 
pretend like he gave a shit for a bit!" 


Mark winced as their door slammed closed and the banging begin on the door next to them. He didn't need to 
get between another of Brian and Scotts arguments tonight. He stripped down and stepped into the hot water, 
the spray beginning to soothe his body as well as his mind. 


Brian had always been a bit on the indulgent side, but things had never been this bad until recently. It seemed 
that whenever they were all in the same room together, instead of making music, an argument would break 
out. Part of it was Brian's drinking, everything was beginning to spin out of control. When he was hitting the 
booze, he'd be on the warpath and his main target would be Scott. 


He could hear the yelling even over the pounding of the water against the tile. He knew he should probably go 
over there and defuse the situation, but he couldn't find the energy to do so. His mind continued to flashback 
to that dream. The haunting eyes and inhuman mouth. He knew he was being told something, but had no idea 
what it could possibly be. 


He stepped out of the bathroom, still drying himself off as he lost himself further in thoughts. He could 
barely remember what had happened the last time he'd had a similar dream. Something strange had happened 
with one of their roadies. He had just disappeared after the show. He remembers waking up terrified for the 


next week or so before the dreams suddenly stopped and his reason for having them faded away as well. 


The sound of the door slamming shut nearly had Mark jumping out of his skin. When he turned to face Scott, 
he couldn't stop his eyes from widening or the sigh that escaped his lips. Scott's eye was on its way to nearly 
swelling shut and his lip had a slow trickle of blood making its way down his chin. 


"We need to do something about Brian" He said simply 


Mark just nodded sadly. "I know." Any thoughts about a mystery ghost would have to wait. They had bigger 
and more physical problems to deal with right then 


Mark could easily say the next morning had filled him with all levels of dread. He'd spoken to Flip about what 
they should do. They could all agree that he needed help, but didn't know the best way to go about it. This was 
about more than the band, they were friends, brothers. That bond was more important to them than any 
amount of money. They decided to talk to Brian first, before bringing in management. Mark hoped that they 


were still close enough that Brian would even consider listening to him. 


The three of them waited nervously in Mark and Scotts room until they finally hear the door creak open 


Brian looked around suspiciously, his aloof aura becoming more angry by the second. "What's going on here?" 


"Look Brian, we just wanted to talk to you about what's been going on lately." Mark began. "We're worried about 


you and--" 


"Screw this." Scott said suddenly, tossing off his sunglasses and putting his black eye on full display for the 
others. Mark could only stare agape. This wasn’t how they decided this would go down. Especially since their 
relationship was the most volatile. "This isn't a time to beat around the bush. Brian, you need some help 


brother." 


Brian was seeing red. He stalked toward his so-called friend until they were almost nose to nose."Did you really 
call me here for a fucking intervention?! Maybe | need to blacken your other eye and knock some sense back 


into you." He shot back viciously. 


"Oh please! As if you have any left!" Scott growled back. It seemed that lately whenever Brian was concerned, 
any calmness he possibly had would go up in smoke and the only thing left was pure rage. "At this point its all 
at the bottom of one of the bottle you love throw!" He turned to Mark with a glare. "| wanted to do to this 
right, but | don't know why | bothered. There was no way he was going to listen to any of us." 


"Really?" Brian said with a shove to Scotts shoulder, backing him towards a wall. "Maybe I'd be more receptive 
if | wasn't surrounded by such a hypocrite, don't even act like you're any better than me at this point!" 


Mark couldn't believe this. He couldn't believe Scott or Brian Were they even hearing themselves at this point? 
All he wanted was to do this gently. To, for once, avoid any fights between them. Scott had to go and ruin all 
of that with his impulsiveness. He stood and slid between them, trying to break up the argument before it 
could escalate, only to feel a white flash behind his eyes and a sharp pain at the side of his head as he fell 


backwards. 


He could hear slightly hear Brian shouting from his side as Flip tried to help him up. "See! This is all because of 
you Scott! You're doing this! Everything you touch, you turn to chaos!" 


Mark froze at the word. Almost instantly he was back in his dream. Claw wrapped around his throat and a 
ghastly smile meeting his eyes. However, this time, he could hear words. At first, they were still much too 
fast, sounding like a blur as the mouth moved at its inhuman speed until suddenly it didn't. 


The mouth froze for a moment and the words slowed as it spoke them again "As you get closer fo your time 
Imit, pieces of Tonight will return and each time your life wil be thrown into chaos’ 


"Everything with be thrown into chaos." He continued to repeat. The others had frozen around him the second 
he stopped moving, Scott's hand still raised from the accidental blow. They could hear him muttering, but no 
amount of calling his name or shaking him could break him out his trance. His voice began to get louder, his 


lips moving faster until everything sounded like gibberish. 


Flip moved in closer to try to snap him out of it, only to be violently pushed away, crashing into one of the 
end tables before hitting the wall with a loud thud. Mark's eyes snapped opened then, wide and panicked like a 
trapped animal and scrambled back into a corner panting heavily. Brian went over to check on Flip, the 
drummer wincing as he attempted to move. Scott stood frozen in the middle of the room before slowly walking 


toward his lover. 


"Stay back!" Mark shouted, causing him to jump back a few steps. His mind was racing a mile a minute. He had 
to get out of here. He had to understand what he had just heard He stumbled to his feet, pushing passed 


Scott as he ran out of the room like a bat outta hell. His stunned friends still frozen to their places. 


A time lmit?! Mark thought frantically as he raced down the halls. For what? For how long? Whats going to 
happen to me when it expires?! His legs finally gave out and he collapsed in the the hall. He closed his eyes, 
trying to find some sense of calm, but the second his eyes slid shut, his mind was attacked by images. Flashes 
of blood, a venue, a body, but those eyes, those eyes were the things that kept coming back to him. 


"What happened to me?" He whispered softly. "What's happened to me?!" 


Late 2002 - Speak 


Author's Notes: 
| know the Halloween challenge ended, but | still want to finish this. | have so many unfinished fics on my 


computer now and | don't need one more :) Please enjoy everyone! 


December 2002 
It was happening again 


He did his best to hide it, but if the looks Flip was giving him were any indication, he wasn't doing that great a 
job. He grabbed another cup of coffee, pouring as much sugar as he could handle before heading back to their 
dressing room. He sighed in relief as he noticed he was alone. Flip had probably gone to warm up, but Scott.. 


He didn't want to think about where Scott was at that moment. 


Things hadn't been right since Brian left. After his little freak out during their intervention, Brian had cleaned 

up his act for a bit and things had for the most part, gotten better. However, it didn't take long for them to 
fall apart again. Between the fights with Scott, the drinking, and the Pearl Jam comments, they'd decided to go 
their separate ways and Brian had left the band a few months later. 


Those few months were some of the worse in his life. 


His nightmares seemed to get worse, more vivid, more intense, yet it was always the same one. All he could 
hear in his mind was that voice. A time limit it said. He thought sadly. The days after his break down he was a 
wreck. He refused to sleep. He lived and breathed coffee as if it was his only salvation It was amazing that 
none of their shows ever suffered noticeably. One minute he'd remember getting to a venue and the next he's 


coming off stage ready to leave. 


Things had started to return to some semblance of normal about a year ago. He could sleep through the night 
and slowly began to ease himself back into his routine. He thought that maybe the freak out he had was what 
he needed, that the nightmares were his way of processing all of the stress he'd been going through. Then 
when it was gone his mind had let it go. 


Then Scotts accident happened and he may have gotten a week of sleep before the nightmares had started 
again. Luckily he was alone when the first one happened. He had taken to sleeping in a separate bed from Scott 
for reasons he couldn't exactly explain. He'd felt uneasy, anxious, as if his mind was trying to prepare him for 


something. 


He remembers how that one was different than the others he'd been experiencing. It was more fuzzy, more 


vague. All he could see was that mouth, that mouth filled with rows of razor sharp, pointed teeth and breath 
that reminded Mark of charred meat. This time, all he could hear were whispers, but something inside him 


knew that these weren't the same words he'd heard previously. 


Every time he thought about it, fresh beads of sweat would break out on his skin, as if someone was watching 
him. As the weeks passed, the voice became louder, but he still couldn't make out what it was saying. That's 
when the trembling in his hands started. The others did their best to help, but no matter what they did, he 
couldn't talk about what he was seeing. About the demon that was giving him some type of warning. The 
others seemed to understand and slowly stopped asking about it, and Scott did his best to help, but it just 
ended up making things worse between them. 


"Scott, [--" 


‘Don't even bother! You dont trust me. | see that now." He instantly went over to the mini bar and began pouring 
himself a drink. "We tell each other everything! We always have. | don’t understand why thats stopping now." 


‘Look | dont want it to stop!" He said angrily. He'd had enough of being blamed for this. Especially when he dant 
even know what this was "You think | want this stuff to keep happening to me?! I can't sleep, | cant eat! | cant 
write! | can’t do anything!" He grabbed the glass of whiskey from Scott and downed it himself. "And its all because 
of- 


There it was again. Every time hed tried to explain it was as if the words were frozen in his throat and he felt Ike 
the second he told anyone about what was going on, the consequences would be terrifying. He wanted fo fell 
anyone who would listen about what was happening to him, even if they would think he was crazy. 


He could feel Scotts eyes watching hm expectantly, but he couldn't turn back to face him. He heard the the 
amused snort and the muttered "Why do | even bother?" before the door slammed Before hed realized it, Mark 
had picked up the bottle and threw it hard against the door, watching it shatter and the liquid drip over the carpet 


with a twisted mix of frustration and satisfaction 


"l have to do something.." He whispered to himself as he dropped back onto his bed Hs anger completely forgotten 


and despair taking its place. "Before this drives me insane." 

That had been two weeks ago. 

Since then, Scott had barely spoken to him unless it was to start a fight or yell at him about the music. 
Things between them had broken down even worse than when Brian started to spiral. He could only watch as 


the person he thought was the love of his life slipped further and further away from him. 


"Don't you have something else you should be doing right now?" the slurred voice echoed from the doorway as 
Scott stepped inside. 


The sound of his voice made Mark look on in concern. Scott's drinking had definitely gotten out of control, but 


even at his worst, he hadn't sounded this bad. The singer's eyes were red, his lids drooping constantly as they 
struggled to stay open. He swayed back and forth and ended up tripping over his feet, almost crashing into the 
ground if Mark hadn't been there to catch him. 

"Scott!" Mark bellowed angrily, trying to shake the singer back into consciousness. "Scott!" 


"Wha.what the fuck..you shakin me for?" If the slurring of his words wasn't worrying enough, the amount of 
time it took him to say that one sentence had Mark worried and enraged. 


"Scott!" He tried shaking him again. "What did you take?!" 

"I didn't do anythin!" He shouted back as he pushed himself away from Mark and into the very confused arms 
of Flip who had either shown up at the best or worst time, Mark wasn't even sure anymore. "I just to-took 
the pills frommm the doc." He fumbled around until he barely grabbed the bottle from his pants pocket. "See!" 
Mark quickly grabbed the bottle and began reading over it as Flip set Scott on the couch and groaned in 
frustration "I can't believe youl" He shouted, turning back to Scott. "These explicitly say don't mix with alcohol. 
Me and Flip both saw you downing that Jack earlier!" 

"Heyl" Scott shot up only to fall back into the couch. "lim completely fine!" 


A look was shared between Flip and Mark and the guitarist could almost shake hands with the headache that 
was building. He nodded to Flip and they both headed to the hallway. 


"We can't let him go out there like that." Flip said firmly. 


| know that!" He sighed and rubbed at his temples. "What are we gonna do? There's no way we can convince 


him not to go on and even if we managed to cancel the show now, he'd probably still find his way on stage." 
Flip just stared at him in disbelief, "You can't be serious? You're really saying let him go out there?!" 

"Well what else can we dol" Mark shouted back. "There's no option that'll end with this--!" 

The pain was like nothing he'd ever felt before. He wasn't actually sure if it was pain at all. One moment he 

was shouting at Flip, the next thing he knew, he was alone on his knees in the middle of the floor. Everything 
was silent and the pain was gone. He dazedly looked down the hall. 

"Flip?" He stood shakily as a wave of dizziness washed over him. "Flip? Scott?!" 


"You've done well so far..." 


Mark would have recognized that voice anywhere as it haunted every dream he's had for the past four years. 


Four years? Why only four? | couldn't remember when these started The sudden thought had Mark frozen to 


his spot. What happened to him? Why was this thing following him? 


"What do you want?" He looked around wildly for any physical sign of the presence, but could only hear the 
ghostly growl of its voice. 


"I only wish to reward you." And Mark couldn't help but shudder and swat at his shoulders, feeling the claws 


run across his shoulders, but unable to see them. "You've kept your word well." 


He could feel the fear start to subside as the anger began to boil. He'd had enough of this! Everything in his 
life was already going crazy, he didn't need to know he was going insane right along with it. "I don't know what 


you've done to me, but | want it gone!" 


The laughter chilled Mark to the bone. It was obvious the demon paid no attention to his outburst and even 
seemed to be amused by it. He needed to find out what this deal was, and as much as he hated to admit it, 


the demon was his only chance of a direct answer. 


"See that's why humans are intriguing.” And if there was a body to go along with the voice, Mark would be 
sure that itd be smirking right now. "I hold all the strings, but yet you still decide to fight back, to even speak 


against me. | guess that makes what l'm about to tell you even more fun" 
Mark steeled his nerves the best he could as replied, "Well what is it then?" 


And Mark was glad he was alone because at that moment the mouth that he had seen every night for the 
past few months floated in front of him. Its lips and teeth forming a twisted grin. "Ill let you live, but if you 
ever speak a word of this to anyone.t'll kill you on the spot’ 


Mark didn't know what to think He staggered back into the wall, his entire body shaking in fear. All he had to 
do is never speak about this again and he'd live? He could do that. He could definitely do that, but why did he 
feel like he was missing something. The mouth had started to fade, the smirk being the last thing he saw as 


he called out for more answers. "Wait! Please wait!" 


Flip looked on in confusion. "Wait for what?" He reached down help Mark stand, where he'd been crouched, 
almost huddled against the wall. "Listen, maybe we can still call this off. You're in no condition to perform 


either." 


Mark blinked rapidly to clear his vision as he came back to himself. Even with the new clue, he had no idea 
what was happening to him or how to fix it. That couldn't be right. There has to be more to it than just not 
speaking My time lmit? This deal? There has to be something that ties all of together. He needed to think. He 
stumbled back into the dressing room, only to bite back a curse when he found it empty. "Flip! We have to get 
on stage now!" He shouted urgently. "Scots gone!" 


"Shit!" He sighed and looked over to Mark once more. "Are you sure about this? You've been dealing with a lot 


lately. Maybe we can just take the loss." 


Mark just shook his head. As much as he was dreading what was about to happen, something was telling him 
he needed to see this through. He knew whatever was about to happen on that stage was going to happen for 
a reason For a second, he even had the fleeting thought that it had something to do with his nightmares. At 
this point, it didn't really matter. 


"If nothing else, maybe he's sobered up a bit. If not, we have to be out there for damage control" He started 
to stride toward the stage, before turning back to Flip with a tired grin. “Besides, with the shit we've been 
through recently, can things get any worse?" 


